SCENE    XIV

"DAILY   SELF-SURPAST"

How, while exposing the slave-trade in Angola, I
witnessed Livingstone's noblest sacrifice

ON the loth of June, 1905, I put in for a day
at the ancient port of Loanda, the capital
city of Portuguese Angola. It stands about
two-hundred-and-fifty miles south of the Congo's
mouth, and is the only place worth calling a city
upon the west coast of Africa between Tangiers and
Capetown. I was in one of the Portuguese ships
that ran about twice a month carrying mails, pas-
sengers, general cargo, and slaves. Our vessel having
picked up consignments of slaves at the more southern
ports of Benguella and Novo Rodondo, was now wait-
ing at Loanda for a final consignment of forty-two,
making up the full cargo of two-hundred-and-seventy-
two head. Of these, however, two died on the eight
days5 voyage, so that at San Thome we landed two-
hundred-and-seventy men and women in prime con-
dition, not counting the babies, who went free as
possible investments for future interest. Or perhaps
only babies were taken, still pinkish and crinkled
from the womb, to maintain the health of the milch
mothers ; for I noticed that no young children, boys
or girls, were brought away with their parents. One
man tried to escape by swimming ashore off Ambriz,
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